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  INTRODUCTION




  To outsiders, many aspects of barbecue in the Carolinas seem odd. For starters, there’s our obsession with pork. Send a Carolinian up to a buffet with instructions to bring you back some barbecue, and it’s pretty certain what you’ll get. That buffet may be brimming with baby back ribs, chicken quarters, and maybe even sliced brisket, all of which have been slow cooked on a hickory-fired pit, but the plate that comes back to you will invariably be piled high with pork.




  This is not to say that no one in the Carolinas ever eats brisket, but only a handful of restaurants in the region actually cook it well. Barbecued chicken is a Carolina menu staple, almost as omnipresent as pig, but it will always be called just that: “barbecued chicken.” The phrase pork barbecue sounds acceptable if somewhat redundant to Carolinian ears, but you’ll never hear the term chicken barbecue. It just sounds wrong. Barbecue, used as a noun, means pork, though you can use it as a verb to mean any of the lesser meats cooked via barbecue techniques.




  There’s not a single restaurant in this guide that does not serve pork (be it pulled, chopped, sliced, or all of the above). But that’s not the only distinctive characteristic to barbecue in the Carolinas. There are also our unique barbecue stews—Brunswick in North Carolina, hash and rice in South Carolina. The Brunswick variety is well known in Virginia and Georgia as well (in fact, it originated in Virginia—see “The Origin of Brunswick Stew” sidebar, in the Whole Hogs & Vinegar Sauce chapter), but hash—a rich, viscous concoction created to use up all the parts of the pig that you couldn’t barbecue—is something almost unheard of beyond the Palmetto State. The sauces in the Carolinas are distinctive, too. There’s the fiery, fundamental vinegar-and-pepper sauce of Eastern North Carolina and the Pee Dee region of South Carolina, the light vinegar-and-tomato based “dip” universal in the Piedmont of North Carolina, and the tangy, sweet, and bright-yellow mustard-based sauce that so baffles newcomers to the Midlands of South Carolina.




  Each region has its own signature side dishes, too. You’ll find boiled potatoes and corn sticks in Eastern North Carolina, red slaw and hush puppies in the Piedmont, and big fluffy onion rings in and around Charleston. Unique to the lower portions of South Carolina is the presence of rice at barbecue restaurants, which is fitting because, during the 18th and 19th centuries, rice formed the foundation of the state’s economy. These days, the region may import long-grained rice from Louisiana or overseas, but its residents still tap into dining customs established centuries ago, and rice lives on in the form of hash and rice as well as pilau and chicken bog.




  Barbecue in North Carolina is often discussed as if it stands alone, separately, from what’s found in South Carolina. Most commentators note that the Tar Heel State has two dominant styles, Eastern and Piedmont, and partisans wrangle passionately over which is best. Meanwhile, South Carolina is typically said to have four distinct barbecue styles, defined primarily by the sauce used to dress the meat once it’s cooked. But, if you expand your purview to the Carolinas as a whole, you realize that the dotted line on the map that zigzags from Sunset Beach all the way west to the Chattooga River really doesn’t mean that much. The mode of cooking that originated in the Piedmont of North Carolina—pork shoulders roasted over hickory coals in closed brick pits and dressed with a light tomato-and-vinegar sauce—long ago snuck over the state line into the Upstate counties of South Carolina. A different barbecue tradition—whole hogs cooked on open pits and basted with a fiery pepper-laced vinegar sauce—is practiced in very much the same manner in the Pee Dee section of South Carolina as it is in the eastern part of the Tar Heel State. The distinctive Midlands South Carolina style, with its yellow mustard sauce and mysterious hash and rice, has made its way down to the coast around Charleston, while the counties along the Savannah River in South Carolina sometimes use a thick, red tomato-based barbecue sauce that is more akin to what’s found on the Georgia side of the river than it is in the rest of the Carolinas. Once you get up into the mountainous regions of the two states, all bets are off.




  This rich diversity of styles and techniques is well worth exploring and celebrating. There’s something elemental and ancient about meat cooked over wood fires, and eating barbecue establishes a direct connection to the past. In this world of fast food and convenience meals—dinners bolted while standing up in the kitchen or zooming down the highway at breakneck speed—barbecue is one of the few things that is still laborious and slow. It makes us pause just long enough to enjoy our time together with family and friends. And, more than anything else, it’s really delicious.




  Barbecue has long been an essential thread in the social fabric of the Carolinas. Since the colonial era, communities throughout both states have come together over barbecue to celebrate important events, pass the hat for charitable causes, and decide who to elect to high office. It still plays that role today. In fact, when it comes to the history of American barbecue, the Carolinas are special. I have no desire to cast aspersions on Texas barbecue, but right-minded people agree that much of what passes for barbecue in the Lone Star State is little more than smoked meat—cheap, undesirable cuts cooked over indirect heat in high-tech, new-fangled offset smokers. I suppose it’s possible for someone to enjoy eating “barbecue” made in such a fashion, though it doesn’t seem likely. It also doesn’t matter much that the earliest historical references to barbecue explicitly discuss whole animals (most commonly, whole hogs) cooked over a bed of coals—that is, low and slow over direct heat—and not packer-trimmed cuts basking in smoke inside an enclosed metal chamber. I won’t even mention the fact that the basic vinegar-and-pepper sauce still used today in many parts of the Carolinas is virtually indistinguishable from the basting liquid described in countless descriptions of 19th-century barbecues. There’s no point in trying to reason with Texans.
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      How Do You Spell Barbecue?




      It’s safe to say that Carolinians can’t agree on much of anything when it comes to barbecue, including the proper way to spell the word. Back in the 19th century, it was common to see it written as barbacue or barbicu, or in even weirder ways, but most of those variants eventually faded from use. In the Carolinas, and in the US at large, we have finally settled on two primary spellings for the word: barbecue and barbeque, at least when we have the time to spell the whole thing out.




      The 20th century saw the rise of abbreviated versions, and they grew more compact over time. The spelling Bar-B-Q started popping up in newspapers in the 1920s, mostly in ads for barbecue restaurants. By 1926, companies were offering to sell outdoor electric Bar-B-Q signs for restaurants, which saved proprietors three expensive letters, and the usage soon because a standard commercial shorthand for an old favorite food. In The American Language (1936), H. L. Mencken included the term alongside While-U-Wait and Q-Room (for a billiard hall) as “familiar signs” of the day.




      The even more efficient “BBQ” arrived on the scene later. It’s not found in books or newspapers before 1940s, but after World War II it started to be used as a sort of shorthand to save a few pennies in classified ads, much like FROG (“finished room over garage”) or OBO (“or best offer”). The faux acronym is one of the few terms in common use that’s fully capitalized like an acronym but whose letters don’t stand for separate words, and it really took off in the 1960s, appearing in advertisements of all kinds. By the late 1960s, products such as BBQ Turkey Roll and Lays BBQ potato chips were being offered for sale in trade journals and print ads.




      In this book, we spell it barbecue, but we aren’t dogmatic about it. Feel free to put the q in barbeque if it suits your fancy, or if you’re into the whole brevity thing, go with Bar-B-Q or even BBQ. We’ll all know what you’re talking about.


    


  




  But, I will say this: The Carolinas have the oldest continuous barbecue tradition to be found anywhere in the US. This book is meant to help the barbecue lover explore all facets of that long tradition and, in the process, enjoy some of the best barbecue the two states have to offer. It subdivides the Carolinas into four distinct barbecue regions, mapping out what is special and notable about each and then providing a guide to some of its most notable and representative restaurants. Along the way, it shares the stories, personalities, events, and signature dishes that make barbecue in the Carolinas such a rich and enjoyable experience.




  For each restaurant included, the guide provides the basic details, like the address, phone number, and, for those that have such newfangled things, website URLs. It also documents a few of the key pieces of information about each restaurant, like when it opened and the cooking methods used. These techniques include the type of pit—open or closed, brick or metal—along with the type of fuel used and the cuts of meat cooked, for these factors help determine the qualities of the barbecue that winds up on your plate.




  I will openly admit that this guide is biased toward restaurants that cook the old-fashioned way over oak or hickory coals instead of using electric or gas-fired cookers. This is not to say that one can’t find good barbecue that isn’t cooked over 100% wood, but the odds of it are certainly greatly diminished. Plus, experience has shown that many (not all, mind you, but many) of the restaurateurs who take the more expedient route with their fuel source are also prone to cut a few corners in other aspects of their barbecue and side dishes as well.




  Here’s a very important piece of advice when it comes to Carolina barbecue restaurants: Call ahead. In the Midlands and Lowcountry of South Carolina, many joints operate only a handful of days each week. Some, like Jackie Hite’s in Leesville, South Carolina, serve only lunch and close down by midafternoon, while others are just dinner spots. These limited hours date back to the early days of commercial barbecue businesses, which tended to be run as casual operations that were a sideline to someone’s regular mode of employment. A barbecue man might cook a hog or two on a Thursday and stay open until the meat was gone, which might be as late as Saturday night but could occur well before noon. In the Piedmont of North Carolina, restaurants tend to have more regular hours, though some close their doors on Sunday and others on Monday. If you drive 100 miles to try one of the highly recommended joints in this book without double-checking their hours of operation in advance, you may pull into an empty parking lot in front of a darkened building with a locked door. That’s the kind of heartbreak from which it’s really hard to recover.




  Also, be sure you’re prepared to pay for your meal. These days, more and more barbecue restaurants will take credit and debit cards, but some of the more old-school places are still cash only, and you’ll need to have some greenbacks in your wallet when you arrive. In the heading for each restaurant, this guide specifies the days of the week and the times of day the establishment is open and whether it accepts those trendy new plastic charge cards. But hours and policies are prone to change, so, again, call ahead!




  I wouldn’t go so far as to say with certainty that the restaurants in this guide are the very best in the Carolinas. What I will say is that they represent the full sweep of the Carolina barbecue tradition and that they are among the very best that the two states have to offer. Daring to rank restaurants or declare one better than another is a dangerous endeavor, one that’s likely to earn you nothing more than a sock in the nose. Here in the Carolinas, hometown barbecue restaurants are near and dear to our hearts. For many of us—especially those who were raised in small towns or out in the more rural parts—it’s the food that we grew up eating. The style of barbecue served at whatever restaurant was our family’s favorite becomes, to our minds, what defines “real barbecue.” That definition involves far more than just the method of cooking, the type of sauce, or the dishes that come on the side. It’s about the entire experience: the decor of the restaurant, the layout of the tables, whether it’s all-youcan-eat or pay-at-the-counter. Perhaps most important, it is deeply associated with our interactions with the people with whom we share our table as well as with the others from the community who dine around us.




  When Carolinians leave home and move somewhere far away, their childhood barbecue joints can become powerful distillations of home, symbolic evocations of what home is and what home means. When Carolinians are away and can’t get their hands on it, they dream about coarse-chopped pork and red slaw or pulled pork with a side of hash and rice. Just check the comments on the Facebook pages of any long-lived joint that has acclimated itself enough to 21st-century technology to actually have a Facebook page: They’ll be filled with the lamentations of former regulars now exiled far away and pining for a taste of that particular place’s barbecue. When such exiles return home to visit, having lunch or dinner at their family’s favorite restaurant is a perfect way to reconnect and feel like they’re truly home.




  I am leery of slighting any sort of institution with which people form such strong emotional connections. But, in the end, there’s only so much space in a single book, and only so much give in the waistline of my pants, and I had to draw the line somewhere. I polled every barbecue connoisseur I knew, and I made the not-so-onerous effort of trying to eat at as many of their recommended joints as I could. There are bound to be a few sins of omission, and for those I apologize in advance.




  As for those restaurants that did make the cut, when you visit any one of them, you can be assured that you’re getting a taste of a tradition that dates back hundreds of years—a tradition, in fact, that antedates even the arrival of European colonists on Carolina’s shores. If we can’t confidently say that barbecue was invented in the Carolinas, we can at least maintain that it has one of the country’s oldest and most vibrant barbecue traditions. In fact, there’s a good case to be made that barbecue as it is still practiced in Eastern North Carolina and the Pee Dee region of South Carolina is the closest approximation to the way barbecue was cooked in the 18th and 19th centuries, when entire communities gathered together to share a feast based upon meat from animals cooked whole over wood coals in pits dug in the ground.




  The details and trappings may have changed over the decades, but the fundamental essence of Carolina barbecue—meat cooked low and slow over hardwood coals—remains the same. And that is something that each and every one of us can savor.
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  A BRIEF HISTORY OF BARBECUE IN THE CAROLINAS




  Quite a few South Carolina barbecue partisans have declared that barbecue was invented on the coast of the Palmetto State, and they’ve dubbed their home state the birthplace of barbecue. Their logic is this: Native Americans had a method of cooking meat on a raised frame of green sticks over a bed of coals—neither roasting nor smoking but something in between. The Spanish colonists, who introduced pigs to the New World, established a short-lived settlement they called Santa Elena on what is now Parris Island, South Carolina. Therefore, these commentators conclude, barbecue must have been invented at Santa Elena when the meat and the cooking technique came together.




  Being a native South Carolinian, I would very much love for this to be the case. Unfortunately, there’s not a scrap of evidence showing that pigs were ever cooked in this fashion at Santa Elena, much less that it was the very first place where the culinary marriage occurred. You could use the same argument to claim that any number of spots in the Caribbean or Florida were the birthplace of barbecue, for the Spanish took pigs with them wherever they went, and the method of cooking that gave its name to barbecue was practiced up and down the Atlantic Seaboard and throughout the Caribbean islands.




  Philologists point to the Caribbean, and they generally agree that the word itself originated among the Taino Indians, whose term for that frame of green sticks was baribicu, which became barbacoa in Spanish and barbecue in English. European colonists took readily to the technique, and by the early 18th century the English were cooking barbecue from the Carolinas all the way up to New England. Believe it or not, during the 18th century there were plenty of barbecues held in Massachusetts: Benjamin Lynde Jr. of Salem recorded in his diary for August 31, 1733, “Fair and hot; Browne, Barbacue; hack overset.” This made him the first person known to have used the term barbecue in writing to refer to an event instead of just a method of cooking. There are many other references to barbecues being held in New England during the colonial days, though by 1800 the practice seems to have faded out in the region.
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      What Is Virginia-Style Barbecue?




      Of the original colonies, Virginia was where barbecue took the most firm root as a social institution, and barbecues remained an important part of community life in the Old Dominion until well into the 20th century. But, today, unlike the Carolinas, which have several flourishing barbecue traditions, no one really talks about “Virginia-style” barbecue.




      There are a fair number of barbecue restaurants in Virginia these days, though none are recognized as American classics. The advertising for a lot of Virginia joints, in fact, confirms that this once-proud barbecue state now has an inferiority complex. Buz & Ned’s claims to be “Richmond’s only real barbecue,” but the history on its website has its founders exploring and sampling great barbecue joints across America (including those in Lexington, North Carolina) and bringing 150-year-old recipes to Richmond. The Silver Pig Barbecue Restaurant near Lynchburg claims to have “the best Carolina-style chopped barbecue, Brunswick stew and sides known to man, woman, or child!” Three L’il Pigs in Daleville (just north of Roanoke) boasts “the tastiest, slow-cooked, hickory-smoked North Carolina-style barbeque anywhere in the valley.”




      So what happened to make barbecue die out in the state where it once held such culinary sway? That’s a difficult question to answer. Across the United States in the early to mid-20th century, barbecue was making a transition from being served large scale at free public gatherings to being a commercial product sold in individual portions at restaurants. In the 1920s and 1930s, Virginia had as many good old-fashioned election and church-picnic barbecues as anywhere else. Somehow, though, no legendary barbecue restaurants developed in Virginia that could rival the likes of Stamey’s in Greensboro, the Skylight Inn in Ayden, or any of the two dozen joints in Lexington, North Carolina. People in Virginia still love to eat barbecue; they just don’t seem to have much of a distinct local feeling for the dish.


    


  




  Barbecue took root more strongly in Virginia, where it became firmly entrenched as a social institution. Virginians brought with them from their homes in southern and western England a culture of roasting and a love of feasting. They also brought pigs, which flourished on the acorns and chestnuts of Virginia’s forests and became the colony’s primary source of meat. By the 1750s, having a barbecue was one of the most popular forms of entertainment in Virginia, and it was far more than just a meal. A “barbecue day” started early in the morning and ran well into the night, with residents of all ranks joining together for feasting, drinking, and dancing.




  There’s not as much documentation about barbecue in the early days of the Carolina colonies, but it was certainly present by the early 18th century. In 1709, John Lawson, the surveyor general of North Carolina, recorded in New Voyage to Carolina that the natives would catch “bright, scaly Fish . . . and barbakue them, till they are crisp, then transport them, in wooden Hurdles, to their Towns and Quarters.” In his Natural History of North-Carolina (1737), John Brickell recorded that the Native Americans used barbecue racks to dry salted venison over hickory coals and also to cook wild turkeys. The latter, he noted, “they Barbecue and eat with Bears-grease, this is accounted amongst them a good Dish.”




  The earliest written reference to the colonists themselves having barbecues in the Carolinas appears in an imitation of Horace that was published in London’s Gentleman Magazine in 1753. It was written by one “C.W.” residing in Charles Town, South Carolina. The writer is reveling in the spring, which by the Charleston calendar was the end of “the season,” and the planters who had come to town with their families to sell their rice were wrapping up their business and preparing to head back to their plantations to begin a new growing year. But first, the poet implored, they should enjoy themselves a little: “Let’s each hold a gen’rous barbicu feast / And with toddy and punch drink rich wine of the best.” Apart from this lone passing reference, I have been unable to uncover any other mention of barbecues being held in Charleston before the Revolutionary War. Charleston society in the 18th century preferred more formal entertainments such as balls and banquets, and its culinary tastes ran more toward wild game, rice dishes, and shrimp instead of roasted pork.




  Down the coast in Beaufort, though, barbecues seem to have been more popular. William J. Grayson, a prominent South Carolina man of letters, recalled that during his childhood in Beaufort the older men of his community, who had fought in the Revolution, constituted “a jovial and somewhat rough race, liberal, social, warm-hearted, hospitable, addicted to deep drinking, hard-swearing, and practical-joking . . . fond of dinner, barbacues, and hunting clubs.” For that generation, barbecues were rambunctious, all-male parties, and each guest was expected to match his fellows drink for drink. Anyone who refused, Grayson wrote, was considered to have violated “barbecue-law” and was subjected to some form of punishment. One guest who so transgressed, a young man newly arrived from Scotland who refused to drink to intoxication, was sentenced to a 1-mile footrace. He was given a 5-yard head start and had to outrun the entire “barbecue posse,” as Grayson put it, or submit to drinking as much as the rest. Aided, no doubt, by his relative sobriety, he “outran his pursuers without trouble.”




  The Beaufort Hunting Club maintained a “barbecue house” about a mile outside of town, and it was destroyed by a hurricane in 1804. A poet named Findlay commemorated the event in a mock-heroic verse entitled “On the Fall of the Barbacue-House,” which was published in the Charleston Courier. In his poem, Findlay recalls the “sacred temple—where, in mirthful glee, the jovial sons of Pleasure oft convene” and where “Grog’s mellow radiance set their souls on fire.” Interestingly, the poet does not mention pork at all but instead the “famed SIRLOIN” and “Turkey-cock,” and he makes clear that this early form of Carolina barbecue was quite spicy. The meats “feel the pangs / Of pungent Cayenne, Mustard’s biting power / And many a stimulant to me unknown.” The barbecue house was apparently never rebuilt.




  In terms of the evolution of Carolina barbecue, the events held in Beaufort seem part of an isolated pocket. The main barbecue tradition in the Carolinas did not spread inland from the coast but instead was brought southward by settlers from Virginia as they made their way down the eastern edge of the Appalachians into the Piedmont of North and South Carolina. Charles Woodmason, an itinerant Anglican minister assigned to the western parishes of South Carolina in the 1760s, recorded in his journals that he had experienced “the velocity and force of the Air—By smelling a Barbicu dressing in the Woods upwards of six Miles.” One of the leading occasions for a backwoods barbecue was a militia muster, which would bring men together from across the county for a day of drills and, afterward, a lot of socializing. Horse races and civic celebrations were prime times to barbecue a pig or cow, too.




  In 1766, tensions were high over the recently enacted Stamp Act, which levied taxes on legal documents, newspapers, and magazines. North Carolinians weren’t particularly pleased by the measure, and the militia companies from several counties expressed their feelings by marching to the town of Brunswick and refusing to let a cargo of stamped paper be landed. Alarmed by the unrest, North Carolina’s governor, William Tryon, tried to placate the militia men. For the next muster in New Hanover, Tryon arranged a feast for the troops that included a whole barbecued ox and several barrels of beer. You can’t fault him for trying, but the gesture did little to win over the bitter Carolinians. When called to the feast, the soldiers mocked Tryon’s hospitality, poured the beer into the ground, and pitched the ox untasted into the Cape Fear River. This event took place a good seven years before a bunch of Yankees donned Mohawk garb and tossed three shiploads of tea in the Boston Harbor, but for some reason the Boston Tea Party is the protest that gets all the attention.
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      A Purely Democratic Barbecue




      In June 1778, the citizens of New Bern, North Carolina, celebrated a victorious Revolutionary War campaign in what would soon become the most prominent form of patriotic celebration in the Carolinas: holding a barbecue. The local newspaper described it as follows:




      

        By way of celebration for this event, starting at one o’clock there was a barbecue (a roast pig) and a barrel of rum, from which the leading officials and citizens of the regions promiscuously ate and drank with the meanest and lowest kind of people, holding hands and drinking from the same cup. It is impossible to imagine, without seeing it, a more purely democratic gathering. . . . There were some drunks, some friendly fisticuffs, and one man was injured. With that and the burning of some empty barrels as a feu de joie at nightfall, the party ended and everyone retired to sleep. (North-Carolina Gazette, July 10, 1778)


      


    


  




  The accounts that survive of barbecues in the Carolina backcountry suggest that many were rather rough and unsophisticated. They were usually held in the woods or in dusty open fields, with improvised tables and whatever dishes and utensils the guests brought with them. In 1773, William Richardson, a Charleston merchant, attended a horse race in the Camden District of South Carolina and described the accompanying barbecue in a letter to his wife. He noted with derision the “clouds of dust arising everywhere” and “the Quarter of Beef Barbacuing in this dust and nicely browned indeed, but not with fire.” The tables for the event consisted of three planks laid across some “cross-sticks,” covered with rather dirty cloths, and set with a mishmash of knives, forks, and pewter plates. In addition to the quarter of beef, two whole hogs were cooked for the occasion, which Richardson described as “half roasted . . . with the blood running out at every cut of the knife.” He advised his wife, “Don’t tell this to any of your squeemish C Town ladies for they will not believe you.”




  Most guests must have enjoyed barbecues far more than Richardson did, for by the early 19th century they had become ingrained in the social and political institutions of the Carolinas. Barbecues became the customary way to celebrate the Fourth of July, and by the early 19th century a surprisingly formal and regimented set of rituals were followed in one community after another across the Carolinas. Residents would come from all over the county and gather at a common spot, where they would form a procession and be led by the local militia to the county courthouse or a church for the day’s ceremonies. These almost always opened with a prayer, then the Declaration of Independence would be read aloud, followed by music played by whatever passed for the local band. The ceremonies invariably concluded with a prominent citizen delivering an oration on such patriotic themes as the importance of the Constitution or the principles of the Revolution.




  Once the speechifying was finished, the citizens would reform their procession and march to a shady grove where a barbecue feast awaited. After they finished eating, it was time for the toasts. These kicked off with the “regular toasts,” always 13 in number to represent the original colonies. Each was delivered by a prominent person chosen in advance for the honor. The 13th toast was almost always devoted to honoring American women—or, as it was frequently phrased, “the American Fair.” These would be followed by as many “volunteer toasts” as members of the crowd were inclined to offer, and many times they numbered 30 or more. The themes of the toasts might range from celebrating democracy and American ideals to honoring war heroes and advancing political causes. The toasts themselves were of great interest to the community, and the local newspapers usually recorded them verbatim in their accounts of the celebrations.
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      Fourth of July Barbecue Toasts




      In Columbia, South Carolina, on the morning of July 4, 1827, a gathering of citizens, led by the Richland Volunteer Rifle Company, marched to the local Presbyterian church, where the pastor led them in prayer, Ensign Braithwaite read the Declaration of Independence, and Colonel E. H. Maxcy delivered an “eloquent and appropriate oration.” The assembly then marched to Mrs. Sistrunk’s Spring, where “a sumptuous barbecue was served up,” followed by many rounds of toasting. The South Carolina State Gazette recorded the following 13 regular toasts:




      

        	
The 4th of July—A day dear to freemen, hated by tyrants—May each return of it inspire every American with the spirit of ’76.





        	

          Washington —“Fame spread her wings, and with her trumpet blew,



          Great Washington is come! What praised is due?




          What title shall he have? She paused and said,


          Not one! His name alone strikes every title dead.”


        




        	
The Union —In the emphatic language of the father of his country, may we “frown indignantly upon the first dawning of every attempt to alienate any portion of our country from the rest.”





        	
South Carolina Legislature —She cannot set a more noble, or less dangerous precedent, than the late gift to the “Sage of Monticello”—may such representatives always have the support of the people.





        	
Jefferson and Adams —May the hand of heaven, which dissolved these deathless patriots on the Jubilee of this holiday of Freedom, protect their descended mantle from the sacrilegious hand of faction and disunion.





        	
The Army and the Navy of the United States —Sentinels on the watch tower of freedom—at the signal of invasion they shall lead the van for millions of its defenders.





        	
The Heroes of the Revolution —We will cherish the memory of the dead, and the glory of the living.





        	
The President of the United States.





        	
The Governor of South Carolina.





        	
The Holy Alliance —The otto of despotism, the profaners of the temple of liberty. “Procu, O! Procul, este profani.”





        	
Riflemen —The invincibles under Morgan, the keen shooters at the Cowpens, the “fighting quakers,” under Coffee at New Orleans—May they ever preserve the character which they won in those times of peril.





        	
Charles Carrol of Carrolton —The last on our roll of blood bought charter—his companions have left him to guard its purity and strength.—When the herald of freedom shall have passed the rich horizon of a protracted day, may he announce to his colleagues, the triumph of the cause, to which they devoted their lives, their fortunes, and their sacred honors.





        	
The Fair Sex —The soldiers concern, his hope, his reward—They have no equal in his estimation but Honor, no superior by Fame.



      




      These were followed by 15 volunteer toasts celebrating everything from the advocates of the Woolen Bill to General Lafayette.


    


  




  The Fourth of July was by far the most popular occasion for a barbecue, but in the antebellum Carolinas the events were also held in conjunction with militia musters and for all sorts of other civic celebrations. They were almost always held outdoors, usually beneath the trees of a shady grove and near a running spring, which provided much-needed water. This was long before the era of refrigeration, so the animals would typically be brought directly to the cooking site to be slaughtered and dressed. Pork is by far the dominant barbecue meat in the Carolinas today, but that wasn’t necessarily the case in the early days. The livestock for a barbecue was usually donated by members of the community, and they gave whatever they had on hand and could spare. In addition to pigs and chickens, it was common to see beef cattle, oxen, sheep, lambs, and goats served at Carolina barbecues.




  For the pit, workers dug a long shallow trench in the earth, about 4 feet wide and anywhere from 6 to several hundred feet long depending upon the size of the gathering. Oak and hickory logs were piled into the pit, set ablaze, and allowed to burn until reduced to coals, which were spread out evenly through the pits. As was the case throughout the South, the laborious work at community barbecues tended to be performed by African-American slaves, and there was far more to it than just digging the pit and chopping the wood. The animals being cooked were usually split lengthwise and run through with long green sticks or iron bars before being laid across. Alongside the pit were pots of basting liquid, and the men tending the pit would move up and down either side, basting the meat with long-handled brushes or mops. Periodically, they would lift the carcasses and turn them over, and there was always a small pit of hardwood off to the side to ensure a steady supply of coals, which they shoveled into the pit to keep the heat constant.




  Barbecue fans today make a lot of fuss about the many varieties of sauce that are found in different parts of the Carolinas. Back in the 19th century, none of those variations existed. Cooks tended to baste the meat on the pit with a mixture of either melted butter or lard mixed with water or vinegar and then salt and red and black pepper. That sauce was used just for basting, for the meat would be served dry. The squeeze bottles of sweet and spicy sauces didn’t arrive on the scene until the 20th century.




  It didn’t take very long for politicians to figure out that, in an era before television and mass communications, barbecues were a great way for them to get their messages heard by a large number of voters. At first, they crashed the local Fourth of July celebrations, and while the attendees were enjoying their barbecue, the office seekers would jump up on stumps and address the crowd, which is the origin of the expression “stump speech.” Before long, supporters of candidates started pooling their resources to host barbecues for the sole purpose of campaigning, and these efforts were some of the earliest examples of political-party organization in the Carolinas.




  As one might guess from the sheer number of toasts drunk at Fourth of July celebrations, in the early decades of the 19th century, barbecues were notoriously drunken and rough-and-tumble affairs. In an interview with the Works Progress Administration, Samuel D. Latham described the barbecues at the militia musters he attended as a boy at Caldwell Cross Roads in Fairfield County, South Carolina. After the drilling was over and the barbecue eaten, he recalled, “Hard liquor would flow; and each section would present its ‘bully of the woods’ in a contest for champion in a fist and skill fight. . . . It was primitive prize fighting.”




  That started to change in the 1830s, as what used to be considered the backcountry of the Carolinas ceased to be a frontier society and became more secure and sedate. A backlash arose against all the drinking and carousing that went on at barbecues, especially during election time and on the Fourth of July. “A people whose patriotism needs to be forced into activity and life,” the editor of the Cheraw Gazette harrumphed in 1837, “by the stimulants of alcoholic liquors and rich dinners may make good subjects, but not good citizens.” The temperance movement in the South was just getting underway, and reformers trained much of their attention on barbecues. They began holding their own “cold water” barbecues on the Fourth of July, trying to draw citizens away from the competing whiskey-soaked affairs. Allen Fuller, the secretary of the Salubrity Temperance Society in Liberty, South Carolina, noted that at the local wet Fourth of July barbecue, “The candidates for office were there, and dealt out the liquor in profusion, and profanity, drunkenness, and quarrelling were the order of the day.” The temperance society’s event, by contrast, was not only more peaceful and respectable but also offered “the means of advance the temperance cause in this vicinity.” There were still plenty of toasts drunk at these events, but they were, as one attendee put it, “cold water toasts . . . which nearly froze on the lips.”
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